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IN AID OF THE 


CAMBRIDGE SOCIAL UNION. 


ARGUMENT. 


Duke Almanzor and his daughter Inez are driven by astorm into a haunted and deserted cas- 
tle. His retinue bring’in.a prisoner, the lady Cristina. Inez, withthe aid of-Diego, her lover; 
disguised as’steward, takes advantage of the duke’s beliéf in an old legerid, and by personating 
a ghost decoys him away in search of a magic goblet, by rubbing which spirits are-forced to re- 
store a-dost treasure. Rolando, in an attempt to rescue his captive bride, is taken prisoner, He 
promises Almanzor that the ghost, Berénguela, shall restore his daughter and the lost treasure 
on condition of a general pardon. Inez, the lost treasure, reveals herself, 


i ee eee 


THE GOBLET OF SALOBRENA. 


PES OW 5 AO LGKC go ake cach evi iees Director. 


CHARACTERS. 


MR IN eda yc Baie Sn no sao cage Pe gael eos 0k keds ah otaes Mrs. G. H. Cook. 
BONEN AT ISIE esto 5 ig ssn a cv lin go's aad ok psa she's vos Miss A. F. Miller. 
RIT POT. 9 25 ps deci Sideg rots shaves tea aeaes Mr. J. Doane. 
BPOD ADIER Os ao ae coe ss Sikes otek salen Fea weal ee Mr. C. S. Stone. 
Don Rolando, ..4.%.2....66 sie, Se aeee Mr. G. Tuckerman. 
HemtO. cee Sores AP a S Eon ae Dr. N. Folsom. 
ompepyoe . aie: vate A Mr. J. A.-Jacobs. 
2 Bethune Saree Mr. F. I. Eustis. 
...Mr. J. B. Greenough. 

aF ... Mr. -F.W..-Chandler. 

..Mr. G. E. Richardson. 

Duke Almanzor, ee Mr. J. B: Williams: 

oo Mr. A. M..Howe, 


I HUNTSMEN’S CHORUS. 


At the clang of the horn 
Spur on! spur on! 

A fig for the man that tarries! 
A good day’s chase 
And gallant race 

Up the crags of the Alpujarras. 
In deep. dark den, 


Unknown to men. 


Pool 


a 


Save the huntsman, brave in might, 
The old wild boar 
Y.ies snug in his lair, 
Whett ‘= tusks for the fight. 
Si fared ®) hard! 
Strike till the spears d! 
Send the tough oid iellow 
On his crimsoned pillow. 
Straight on to the boars that are dead! 


‘ye wind blows chill. 
The icy hill 
Is tipped with the winter’s snow. 
There ’s life in the air, 
But death on the spear, 
As it drives at the heart of the foe! 
His red eyes gleam 
With dying beam, 
Like stars in the morning gray. 
Close in! close in! 
With a shout and a din. 
The brute has turned to bay! 
Strike deep, Nc. 


Ii. ENNUI. 
INEZ. 

The life of a lady of high degree! 

A slave to dreary dignity! 
Her maidens may dance on the grassy lea 

To the plough-boy’s melody. 
And birds on tower and minaret 
Mock at the click of the castanet, 

Or merry peasant’s minstrelsy. 


Alm. 


oo 


4. 


The life of a lady of high degree! 
A lark in gilded cage is she. 
With her tambour-work and embroidery, 
The day goes wearily. 
And fountains murmuring far below 
Echo some tale of woe, 
Or lay of love-lorn chivalry, 


To-night the fates have set me free! 
Away with pomp and pageantry! 
In this old castle by the sea 
No courtiers bend the knee. 
Where royalty in splendor sat. 
Goggling owl and blinking bat 
Hold court in grim formality. 


Ill. THE INACTIVE KNIGHT. 


DIEGO. 


Once raising high the gonfalon of Mars, 

With high-born comrades hard spurring to the wars, 
The soldier’s blood stirred at the bugle-call. 

Now, lingering in fair Beauty’s bowers, 

The minutes lengthening into hours, 
His helm and shield hang rusting on the wall. 


With broken lance, in base disguise, 
Forgot the deeds of brave emprise. 
The Knight Diego spends his days. 
Deaf to the trumpet’s warlike sound, 
In soft enchantment captive bound, 
His lyre he tunes to lovesick roundelays. 


See. o’er night’s calm the furious tempest break ! 
Awake! oh recreant Knight, awake! 


‘ And gird thine armor‘for th’ impending fray! 


Uphold the glory of thy sires! 
For duty calls, and love inspires! 
Her voice commands! Diego shall obey! 


Iv. THE MOON IS HID. 


ALMANZOR. INEZ. DIEGO. 


The moon is hid in gathering clouds, 
The wind sighs through the halls, 

A storm of horror seems to hang 
Above the castle walls. 

From dungeons deep and caverns dark, 
Where goblins fight and growl. 


or 


In, Die., Alm. 1 say [He says] the goblet shall be mine [his } 
By fair means or by foul. 

Inez. No cranny, nook, or corner’s safe 

Diego. From his incessant prowl. 

In., Die., Alm. Caramba! I’ll [He’ll] dig up the plate 
By fair means or by foul. 


Alm. No danger dread, no horror chill, 
Strikes to Almanzor’s breast. 
Come, ghost, in darkest hour of night, 
I join thee in thy quest. 


From dungeons, Ne. 


V. THE DOOM OF BERENGUELA. 
INEZ. ALMANzOR. DIEGO. 
Year after year has ceaseless rolled away. 
Stone after stone has crumbled to decay, 
But still doth Berenguela at midnight’s fearful hour, 
Her lonely, weary quest pursue thro’ grove and ruined tower. 


Perchance the fleecy vapors, in ramges soaring high, 

Are sweeping o’er the starlight and darkening all the sky; 
And soon the night-wind, rising in faintly murmuring breeze. 
Begins to move the flowers and stir the lofty trees. 


Then, as the muttering storm-cloud shuts out the moonlight glare, 
It breaks into the thunder-crash ‘mid lurid lightning’s flare ;— 


"Tis now —as midnight stroke resounds from yonder Tower bell, 


That weird and ghostly shape glides by. beneath its magic spell. 


VI. THE VETERANS OF ALMANZOR. 
CHORUS. 
We bring to our chief, in long cavalgada, 
Flocks and herds as his rightful gains, 
Till on the slopes of Sierra Nevada 
Scarcely an unsacked village remains. 
Home from the field of deathless glory 
March we now with the spoils of war! 
Ages to come shall rehearse the story 
Told by the veterans of Almanzor! 


Down the defile rode the Duke’s brave heroes. 
Hot in the spur but cool in the head. 

So their gleaming shields the rocks of Martyros 
Send back the glare of the torchlight red. 

A knight unhorsed in the heat of the fray — 
Young bride seized as prisoner of war — 

Ages to come shall rehearse the story 

Told of the veterans of Almanzor. 


VII THE TEMPEST OF THE SOUL. 
CRISTINA. 
No friendly moon — no glittering star — 
The waves beat restlessly; 
And the wintry blast through the rigging shrieks, 
And jeers at the angry sea. 


All the night doth the sleepless mariner 
Labor with sail and oar, | 
But the morning light becks the fated ship 

To her doom on the rocky shore. 


The shades that wrap the earth in night, 
Or o’er the ocean roll, 

Are joy, and peace, and blissful light, 
To the tempest of the soul. 


For the seas will sleep, the suns will smile, 
As gently as of yore, : 

But the heart’s wild storm, the bosom’s strife, 
Shall rest, ah— nevermore 


VIII. ON THE SOFT VERGE. 


INEZ. CRISTINA. DrEGo. ALMANZOR. 
On the soft verge of flowing stream, 
There would I sit me down and dream, 
Where flowrets nod their fragrant bells, 
Where love, sweet love, forever dwells. 
Calm, oh my heart, this wild distress, 
_ Base pride, no more my life oppress. 
Far trom the tumult and the dread of coming ill. 
Cease this restless throbbing; be still, be still! 
Fond heart, I cry, be still! : 


Lulled by the songs from branch and spray, 

Fain would I sleep my grief away, 

Prone on the flower-embroidered ground, 

With shade and coolness wrapt around. 
Calm, oh my heart, &c. 


Ix. BEHOLD THE FEATURES HAGGARD. 
DieGo. INEz. 

Behold these features haggard! 

You look quite well! 
The pain I may not tell! 

Oh no, he dares not tell. 

"Neath which so long I’ve staggered, 
One word from thee will from my heart dispel. 


. One word from me will from his heart dispel. 


Zn. Bold sir, you’re too presuming! 


Dy: And is this all? 
In. Such pride must have a fall. 
D. A dreadful fall! 


Zn. How cool in your assuming 
That I can waste a thought on you at all. 
D. That she can waste a thought on me at all. 


D. A fool, I’ve kept this token, 


In. Oh let me see! 
D. This flower thou gavest me. 
In. The flower I gave to you. 


D. Take back thy vow, ’tis broken! 
No more thy dupe, thy victim will I be. 
In. No more a dupe, &c. 


In. Diego pray forgive me. 

rsh With rage possessed. 
Zn. I only spoke in jest! 

73. She spoke in jest! 

Zn. Vhe flower again I give thee. 

D. The tlower again she gives me. 

Jn. My love for thee, for thee I do confess. 

D. Her love for me, for me she does confess. 


xX. NOW HEAR THE DISTANT STRAIN. 
INEz. 

Recitatrve.—Oh, Diego! In vain I fear is this conspiring; my father 
in his rage, discovering how we’ve deceived him.— too hard, too hard 
will be our fate! 

Now hear the distant strain 
The woodland depths are learning ; 
To mellow horn its tones again 
In cadence faint returning.— 
Ye echoing nymphs, around, above, 
In sweet response o’er earth and sea, 
Sing me the song that tells of love! 
Fain would I learn the melody! 
Teach me the melody! 


Set in celestial blue, 
The golden stars that deck the heaven 
Shine brighter through the falling dew 
Sprinkling the earth at even. 
Oh star of Hope! through raining tears 
Thy fulgent beams I feel—I see! 
The light dispels my doubts and fears ! 
Love is no more a mystery, 
No more a mystery, 


Diego. 
Alm. 


Die. 


Alm. 


Alm., Dre. 


XI. MYSTERY. 


ALMANZOR. 


The sway of untold lives and histories 
Impels us wheresoe’er we go; 

And all around are charms and mysteries, 
And shadows flitting to and fro. 

O that the gift,of some magician 
Were mine, these wonders to explore! 

To wave the wand o’er vague tradition, 
And open wide Enchantment’s door! 


The stream that glides down yonder mountain, 
And onward rambles in its course, 
Has welled up from some secret fountain, 
And none can trace it to its source. 
Why struggle on in vain endeavor 
To search out that we ne’er can know! 
Our life — so like the rippling river — 
Whence does it spring, and whither flow! 


XII FINALE TO ACT I 


Dirco. ALMANZOR. 
On me its fiery flame it darts! 
The very castle is enchanted! 


No fear is known to gallant hearts, 
No danger to the soul undaunted! 


The dismal hoot of owl is sounding 

Black night the court surrounding. 
Straight through the garden and the grove 
See now the dreaded phantom move! 
Unearthly form in vestments white, 
Revealed in deadly flash of light! 


Through ivied hall and entry, 
Unseen by slumbering sentry, 
Glides Berenguela, sad and slow, 
Once more her old abode to know. 
Draw near! draw near! thou ghost forlorn! 
Dim shadow of the past and gone! 


While faithless guards are sleeping, 
Thy spirit-watch thou’rt keeping 
O’er treasures buried deep below. 
Through centuries of blood and woe! 
Lead on, pale ghost, I follow thee 
O’er desert land or raging sea! 
Though floods and storms encompass me, 
Lead on, pale ghost, I follow thee! 


2 


XIII. MORN AND NIGHT. 
(CRISTINA. ) 
Bright uprose the festal morning, 
Not a cloud of sorrow’s warning 
Dimmed the clear, the radiant dawning 
Of Cristina’s bridal day! 
Now the gladsome sunrise breaking, 
Lists the morn to joy awaking; 4 
Warriors brave, their couch forsaking, 
Mingle in procession gay. 


As the train from chapel wending, 
Reached the Martyr’s Pass descending, 
Savage bandits with us blending, 
Raised the fearful battle cry. 
Fled the retinue basely scattered, 
-Lances down, and banners tattered. 
See the pride of Seville, shattered, 
In the dust expiring lie! 


Oh, the bliss so rudely broken! 
Oh, the thoughts of love unspoken! 
Dying, without sign or token, 
Fell the soldier from his horse! 
Oh, my heart! 
Frowning night with pinions sombre, 
Through his endless, breathless slumber 
With the dead’s uncounted number, 
Guard my brave Rolando’s corse. 


XIV. REFT FROM ME. 


(CRISTINA.—/Rec/fative. ) 
I saw him fall, 
Battling most valiantly, 

My brave Rolando! 


Hle answered not my cry of woe! 
I saw them lift his lifeless form. 
And now he cannot rest, 

. His bride in danger. 


ROLANDO.—/frecrtative. 
Christina! Christina! 
Led by the hand of fate, 
I come — I come — 
To tree thee from the tyrant’s chain! 
Speak to me, love, if thou art here! 
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Cris. 


Inez. 


Cris. 


Tnez. 


. 


IO 


ROLANDO. 


Reft from me on the battle-field, 

A prisoner in a land unknown, 

Within these ruined rocks concealed, 

Methought I heard her plaintive moan. . 


RoLaANpDo. INEZ. CHRISTINA. 

Ye massive walls with rugged side, 

That frown so high, so far above | 

Your darksome portals swinging wide, | 

Unbar the gates, set free my [the] bride. 

Tell me where have ye hid my love. 

‘Tis here —'tis here they’ ve hid thy love. § 
ROLANDO. 


Where vines and myrtles interwreathe, 

And tilt and tourney rule the day, 

Where fountains plash and perfumes breathe, 
Singeth the nightingale her lay. 


RoLANDO. INEZ. CHRISTINA. 


But here no silvery song of peace 

Breathes from the lute in moonlit bower. 

Be still, sad voice! thy wailing cease ; 

Naught can the minstrel but increase 
The trembling terrors of the hour. 


XV. NEVER—NO—NEVER. 


CRISTINA. INEZ, 


Never — no — nevéryy aaa me ; 
That dreadful rope uncoiling — 

Ever — yes — ever Stas 
In vain Rolando’s toiling! | Ol ge 

Never — no — never — 
From such an act recoiling — 

Ever — yes — ever UL 
Her lover's plan she’s spoiling. | 


Come, lady, come, oh do not fear this deuidases 

No, lady, no — I will not trust that ladder. 

See now, the way, the way to flee is clear. 

No, lady, no—no way to flee is clear. 

Yes —mad she is —there never was one madder. 

If mad I am, I never shall be madder! — 

Never — no — never —I'd rather tarry” here. 

Ever — yes -— ever — she’d phe ee Nee, ps 
Never — no — nevel i¢ ; 

See how the ladder’s sha 
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ROLANDO. a 
Reft from me on the battle-field, | 
A prisoner in a land unknown, * 
Within these ruined rocks concealed, 
Methought I heard her plaintive moan. 


ROLANDO. INEZ. CHRISTINA. 


Ye massive walls with rugged side, 
That frown so high, so far above . 
Your darksome portals swinging wide, | 
Unbar the gates, set free my [the] bride. ) 
Tell me where have ye hid my love. | 
\’Tis here —’tis here they’ ve hid thy love. § 
ROLANDO. i 


Where vines and myrtles interwreathe, ; 
And tilt and tourney rule the day, "4 
Where fountains plash and perfumes breathe, 
Singeth the nightingale her lay. 
ROLANDO. INEZ. CHRISTINA. 

But here no silvery song of peace 
Breathes from the lute in moonlit bower. 
Be still, sad voice! thy wailing cease ; 
Naught can the minstrel but increase 

The trembling terrors of the hour. 


XV. NEVER—N O—N. EVER. 
Cristina | Boese ‘J.— Nos. 54, 65, 6 
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Never — no — never, 
That dreadful rope uncoili | | 
Ever — yes — ever 
In vain Rolando’s toiling 
Never — no — never ae C 


Ever — yes — ever 3 
Her lover's plan she’s spoil 


Come, lady, come, oh do n 
No, lady, no — I will not tr 


See now, lids: way, ae way 


Sieel = aad hoes theme 
If mad I am, I never shall 


Never — no — never — Wars 
Ever — yes -— ever — she 
Never — no — ney R: 
See how the ladder’s sk 
Ever — yes — ever 
Some poor excuse she’ 


it 


Cris. Never — no — never, 
Oh, dreadful undertaking! 
LTE Ever. — yes — éver 


Her promised word she’s breaking. 


es Come, lady, come. 
c. No—lady—no. Wc. 


XVI. NOW STILL LIES THE CASTLE. 


r ROLANDO, 
Now still lies the castle, and the guards are all sleeping, 
: A flickering light from the casement above 
Reveals to mine eyes, dimmed with watching and weeping, 
The presence of her I fondly love. 
INEZ. CRISTINA. ROLANDO. 
In pain and in weariness long have I [has he] waited; 
The night creepeth on, fast yielding to day. 
Come o’er the ladder of ropes I have [he has] plaited. 
Go leave me — leave me —so sad and ill-fated, 


Go | Come] ere the dawning light drive thee [me] [him] away. 


ROLANDO. 
The rays from the lattice grow brighter and keener; 
They pierce the black shadows, the darkness illume. 
So thy bright eyes, oh, my darling Cristina, 
: Flash joy to my heart and disperse all its gloom. 
In pain, Wc. 


XVII. THE BOLD CAVALIER. 


eri a HORUS. 

4 By Ks He: seized his trusty spear. — 

He donned his casque and shield, — 
No thought of fear 

_ - In the cavalier, 

_ As he rode to the battle-field. 

At the mouth of the dark ravine, 

is the shade of the cypress-wood. 

a ae _ But dimly seen 

. ain the vision keen, 

fost crested horseman stood. 


; ree A eee and hurried glance, 
A thought of his dear-loved maid — 


a a ae 
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XVIII. IN VAIN THIS DEEP CONSPIRING 


ALMANZOR. 


In vain this deep conspiring! 


My orders quick obey! 
The rage my bosom firing 
Will brook no more delay! 
There falls a great disaster 
On those who disobey. 
You know I am your master, 
And I will have my way! 


INEZ. 
Perhaps if we dissemble 


DIEGO. 
It may be quite as well. 


CRISTINA. 
Oh how I fear! Itremble! 


ROLANDO. 
Still doth my soul rebel! 


AEL. 
There falls a [no] great disaster 
On those who disobey ; 


Oh no, you’re not my 


master. 
You know I am your 


And I will have my way. 
ALMANZOR, 
When you can scale the tower, 
Or rend it stone from stone, 
Then hope to break the power 
Of a high and mighty Don! 
You thought you caught me dozing! 
Now hear me once again— 
You'll find there ’s no opposing 
A proud grandee of Spain! 
INEZ. 
Perhaps if we dissemble. 
(The others as in first verse.) 


XIX. THE STORY OF THE SIEGE. 
( Chorus. ) 
We bring to our chief a ruffian daring, 
Captured alone at midnight hour, 
Armed to the teeth, in silence preparing 
A fosse and siege ’gainst the eastern tower. 
Home from the field of the deathless glory 
March we now with the spoils of war. 
Ages to come shall rehearse the story 
Told by the Veterans of Almanzor! 
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The enemy surprised we soon surrounded, 
Stripped off his arms without one blow! 
Fierce was the fray though no man was wounded, 
Glory to the brave who vanquished the foe. 
Home from the field. Xe. | 


XX. LOST. eet ee , 
EAR MTA siindam i 
PEDRO. DIEGO. ROLANDO. ALMANZOR. not i 
Ped. The Lady Inez can’t be found! ; | 
We’ve searched the castle and its grounds, : 
Within, without, around— ‘3 


My Lady can’t be found! f 
Ah no! Ah no! 
The Lady Inez can’t be found! 5 
Quartette. 
Go wind the horn, go shout aloud! 
Respond sweet voice, blest sound! | 
No answering echo is returned, te 
She can’t, she can’t be found! 
Ped. Perchance within the forest lone. 
Beyond the reach of light or sound, 


aoe mee 


She wanders in a path unknown. 


My lady can’t be found? | i 
Ah, no! &c. 
Quartette.—Go wind, Nc. 


re ie a i. SRT MES NY 
XXI. WHEN THIS NIGHTS REVELATION. 


DIEGO. 
When this night’s revelation 
Comes home to yonder Sefir, | 
He'll feel no more temptation 
In durance to detain you. | 


ROLANDO. 
Believe me, Don Diego, 
Content witn my condition, 
Though he shall say I may go. 
I'll scorn the kind permission. 
Born. 
Thus far he’s ruled us proudly, 
And kept us all afraid; 
But soon, and very loudly, 
He'll call to us for aid. 
In spite of all his care oh! 
He falls an easy victim! 
The poor old Caballero, 
How nicely have we tricked him! 
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XXII OH SAD MY HEART. 
ALMANZOR. 
Oh sad my heart, my life, my dwelling, 
Tell me whither art thou gone? 
Can it be thy love repelling, 
l am left alone to mourn. 


CRISTINA. DizGo. ROLANDO. ALMANZOR. 


Shades of night. oh hide my [his] sorrow, 
Darkening gloom grant me [him] relief, 
For the glad sun of the morrow 
Shall but mock my [his] direful grief. 


ALMANZOR. 
Lonely, bereft, in pain I languish, 
This poor life seems but a dream, 
Memory fails to sooth my anguish, 
And the future shows no gleam! 
Qu artette. 


Shades of night, &c- 


XXII. THE INCANTATION. 


ROLANDO. 


Berenguela. heed the bidding! 
Haste, restore Almanzor’s daughter, 
Far and wide in vain he’s sought her, 
Bring to light the long concealed — ; 
What is hid shall be revealed. 

All the olden 

Treasures golden 

In the ruins lost and hidden! 


Chorus. 


Hear, oh hear the distant moaning, 
Rising o’er the ocean’s surge; 
Unforgiven crimes atoning, 
Wails the ghost in solemn dirge. 


ROLANDO. 


Berenguela I conjure thee! 
Spirit in unceasing motion, 
Wandering over earth and ocean, 
Come, obey the weird control 
Of the goblet, hapless soul! 

At this hour 

Shall the power 

Of the mystic symbol lure thee ! 


-_ 


T5 


Chorus. 
Gliding on past cypress tower, 
Through the court and garden drear, 


Yielding to the goblet’s power 


Lo! the ghost —the ghost is here! 


All, with chorus of huntsmen. 


Direful Hate, at Love’s awaking, 


Sh Baffled, shrinks before the glowing light. 
/ As the ghosts, now day is breaking, 


Spread their gloomy wings, and take to flight. 


XXIV. FINALE TO ACT II. 


DIEGO. 

This disguise so long endured, 
Dearest Love. was but a duty vain 

If, as Count — no longer Steward— 
Duke Almanzor shall my suit disdain. 

INEZ. . 

Honored Sire, this night relenting, 
Hear the words my lover says to thee! 

Of my foolish tricks repenting, 
Oh forgive, for I confess to thee. 

ALMANZOR. 

Though with rage my soul is burning 

At Diego, as he sues to me, 


Still, my child, since thy returning, 


Know there’s naught I can refuse to thee. 


CRISTINA. ROLANDO. 
See the morning sun rejoices! 
O’er the earth it pours its golden sheen! 
ATIC 
Hushed are all the spirit voices, 
Phantoms vanish from the scene. 
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